THE HAND OF ETHELBERTA
a man's gift must be In love with the giver ?'    Ethel-berta looked him serenely in the face.
Lord Mountclere's jealous suspicions were considerably shaken.
* Not at all/ he said hastily, as if ashamed.    ' One who cries over a song is much affected by its sentiment/
* Do  you  expect  authors  to cry over their own words ?' she inquired, merging defence in attack.    ' I am afraid they don't often do that.'
1 You would make me uneasy.' 'On the contrary, I would reassure you.    Are you not still doubting ?' she asked, with a pleasant smile. s I cannot doubt you!' 1 Swear, like a faithful knight.5 41 swear, my fairy, my flower!' After this the old man appeared to be pondering; indeed, his thoughts could hardly be said to be present when he uttered the words.    For though the tabernacle was getting shaky by reason of years and merry living, so that what was going on inside might often be guessed without by the movement of the hangings, as In a puppet-show with worn canvas, he could be quiet enough when scheming any plot of particular neatness, which had less emotion than impishness in it.    Such an Innocent amusement he was pondering now.
Before leaving her, he asked if she would accompany him to a morning Instrumental concert at Melchester, which was to take place in the course of that week for the benefit of some local institution.
' Melchester/ she repeated faintly, and observed him as searchingly as it was possible to do without exposing herself to a raking fire in return. Could he know that Christopher was living there, and was this said in prolongation of his recent suspicion ? But Lord Mountclere's face gave no sign.
'You forget one fatal objection/ said she; 'the secrecy in which it Is imperative that the engagement between us should be kept.'
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